Body Snatch 


Author: lanlilithl3lb 
Bands: Megadeth, Metallica 
Characters: Dave Mustaine, Dave Mustaine, Kirk Hammett 


Relationships: V/A 


Rating: Adult 


Genre: [Gen] 


Updated: Sun Dec 29 2019 01:33:59 GMT-0500 (Eastern Standard Time) 


An Opening 

Author's Notes: 

Hope you like your gift! 

"No warning? No second chance?" My last words to James and Lars keep echoing in my ears as the bus pulls 


out of the station. The betrayal of my now ex best friends stings. If only there was a way.. 


Three days later, the Greyhound rolls into San Francisco. | get off and as l'm leaving the station, | see a 
bookstore on the corner. Bingo, | think 


| walk past the front counter and straight to the metaphysical/witchcraft section. Sandwiched between copies 
of the Satanic bible and the latest fluff by Llewellyn is a tome with a black cover. A spellbook. 


Well, I've dabbled in some witchcraft before. Why not? 


| take the book to the cashier and she looks at me, then at the book and raises an eyebrow. | just sigh and 
say, "can | go please? l'm in a hurry.’ The cashier rolls her eyes, mutters "fucking teenagers" and rings my 


order. | pay and walk out of the shop, eager to see what the book has in store for me. 


The Conjuring 


Author's Notes: 
The "spell" is nonsense. | mean no offense to actual practicing Pagans here 


My crappy apartment is still waiting, same condition as | left it. Messy, clothes everywhere, my bong and 
baggies and bottles all over the tables. | didnt bother to clean. Well, | never do. 

| sit down on the nasty threadbare couch with its mystery stains and open the book. | skin the table of 
contents and find the chapter that interests me. Body switching. Hmm. By now, Metallica may have found a new 
guitarist. | had heard rumors from some mutual acquaintances that the Hammett kid from Exodus was to take 
my place. Well, let's find out for sure, shall we? 

Maybe if this doesn't work, I'll try out for Exodus in Kirk's absence. | giggle a little. Me with Holt and Baloff? 


The very thought gives me a case of the gags. No way I'd make it in a band with that many cooks in the 
kitchen. Still, I'd have a band.. 


| set the altar, the best | can. | couldn't find a personal effect of Kirk's so | had to do with a photo. And then | 
read the spell. 

‘Izzamata oawatta gizme starka limma" 

| close my eyes tight. Then slowly open one. 

Nothing. 

Not a thing. 

Well, that was uneventful and a waste of $15. Ah well. At least nothing of value was lost in trying this spell. 


| pass out in the bottle soon after, sinking into a black oblivion of nothingness. No Metallica, no spellbook, no 
upstart stealing my rightful job. Just good old fashioned drunken sleep. 


Wish 


Author's Notes: 
Sorry for a short update. Been a crazy week 


My eyes open, and as | adjust, | take in my surroundings. At first, nothing seems off. As my eyes adjust, | 


realize this is not where | fell asleep. 


Then, | am fully awake. "Wait," i think. | know where | am now. "I just left here not even a week ago. Why am | 
in New York?" 


Shit, did it work? Am | back in? 


Sitting up, | move to the tiny bathroom and check my reflection A small, dark haired man stands before me. 
"Holy shit. l'm Kirk Hammett." 


The realization of what this means hits me like a ton of bricks. The possibilities. 


Oh this is gonna be fun. 


Meanwhile, in San Fransisco, a small dark haired man wakes up in a crappy studio apartment. 
Thinking he is still in New York, he misses the door to the bathroom as it is located opposite to the one here. 


He chalks it up to exhaustion. They have been rehearsing and preparing to record like crazy, after all. 


He turns on the light and as his eyes adjust, he finds the man staring in the mirror is both familiar and 
strange. He blinks, and a red haired sneer blinks back at him. "MUSTAINE?!" No, it can't be. How.. 


Pacing the floor, running around trying to find an answer, Kirk tosses dirty clothes, beer bottles, and sheet 
music around the place. He stops when he finds the book. Picking it up, he runs his hand over the cover. Daring 
himself to believe that a spell in a chain store Necronomicon would switch two musicians so one can enact 


revenge on the other. 


Of course Mustaine would do this. Of course. 


Kirk vows to find a way to reverse the spell. Even if it means going to New York. He's going to KILL Dave. 
Murder him in his sleep. 


